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Chapter One 
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Summary: Vulnerabi lity. 


Author's Note: Inspired by this picture on Ross Halfin's site: 
htp://wwwrosshalfincouk/motorhead/motorhead-bw04jpg 


and the Rockfic message board; beware, for there be RabidPlotBunnies. 
FEE EOI IIE 

"What are you doing out here?" 

"Oh, | dunno. Just looking. Thinking. You know." 


"Yeah, | do know. And | also know it's not like you..so what's up?" The voice was laced with concern under the 


initial acidity of the tone. 


Lemmy turned and cocked an eyebrow at Alice. "Get any fuckin' sharper and you'll cut yourself. | stand on my 


own balcony and something's gotta be wrong?" 


Alice shook his head and passed the tall, ugly Englishman a beer. "You're not one for introspection - not 


normally. So is it anything specific, or just a generalised moment of angst?" 


Lemmy laughed quietly, a very different sound to his normally harsh bark. "You're a wordy bastard, Furnier, 


you know that?" 


Alice grinned back and winked before linking his arm through that of his old friend. "I know - but that's why 


you love me, right?" 


Lemmy slipped one arm around Alice's back and pulled him close before raising the other hand and running the 
ball of his thumb gently across his companion's lower lip. Alice nipped carefully at the intruding digit, pulling a 


smile to the other's face. 

"Right." 

"So come on in, come to bed, and tell me all about it" 

Lemmy hesitated and looked out over the dozing city - it never really slept, not really - and shook his head, 
trying to clear the mismatched miasma of old wonderings and new uncertainties from his mind. Alice tugged at 
his waist, and he snorted through his nose; his lover was right. It would all look better in the morning. 

Things usually did. 

He shook his head, and allowed himself to be drawn back inside the apartment. Alice shut the sliding door 


firmly, locking out the night and all the reservations about the future that it whispered in the ear of his old 
friend. Time for bed 


